A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
His second-in-command is killed at his billet door,
by a rifle bullet. Our flank is exposed. How I long
for that extra battalion taken away in February in
order to swell the paper strength of the numbers of
the divisions available! It might have saved the
Welch today and certainly the Surreys. I am in
touch with Brown on the telephone. He is fighting
on his front, right and. rear. 'You'd better fight
back to me/ I order. Til move my headquarters
to Bac St Maur, north of the Lys. Metcalfe has to
look after himself.' The Surreys, what of them?
I can get no answer to the 'phone call. At last a
guttural voice replies: 'Who are you?' he says. I
smell a rat. 'This is a Boche on the 'phone/ I say
. . , 'It's all up with the Surreys, I'm sure/ I add.
I dismiss this battalion from my calculations.
We move back under rifle and machine-gun fire,
to the Lys, where we just arrive in time. Our cooks,
trench mortar men, orderlies, and oddments form a
covering screen. The bridge at Bac St. Maur is
barraged by shell fire and impassable, owing to the
dead horses of gun teams as well as wrecked guns,
waggons and limbers, piled up on it^and at its
approach. Most of the guns are lost.
A brigadier comes up to reconnoitre with his
brigade major. The former is killed, the latter
wounded. We get our military equipment away in
waggons, but our kit is sacrificed. Starrett, the faith-
202